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Nathan

"We should go back." Sarah crossed her arms underneath her ample bosom, staring straight at me.

"Why? Are you scared?" I asked in a teasing tone. "It's just a house." I said, gesturing toward the rickety old house on the corner. It was held together by rusty nails and rotten wood, a testament to the passing of time. In all of my recollection, no one had ever lived in this old decrepit house for many years, and it had received quite a reputation over time. Was it haunted? Of course not, that's just some old rumor someone made up to have a little bit of fun.

"I'm not scared I just have a little bit of common sense," She stammered out, trying not to look at the horrific old house.

"Legend says that long ago a witch lived there, and when she died she cursed the house and her murderer's spirits to be trapped inside of it forever," I tried to instill as much ominous intent into my voice as possible.

"Stop it Nathan."

"I guess if you're too scared..."

"Fine," She said, jumping over the tiny fence that surrounded the property and stalked over to the front entrance of the house. An old entryway with double doors crafted out of an old wood that must have at one time looked fabulous. Now the doors just looked decrepit, complete with rusty metal knockers shaped in the fashion of a lion's head. A shiver ran across my body as I looked up at this monstrosity of a house. The thing looked like it had come straight out of a horror movie. It didn't matter. Brad told me that the only way I was getting a girlfriend was if I was able to impress her, and he said that women loved a brave confident man. If that's what it takes...

I followed her over that fence, trying not to appear too tense as we walked up to the front door. Moonlight drenched the house, covering it with its eerie glow, the wind trailing its icy fingers across my skin. I resisted the urge to pull my jacket tighter as the house creaked and groaned, the sound of rotten wood against rotten wood. I inched up behind her as she stared at those decrepit doors, hesitating. Can't back down now. Another chill ran up my spine, sending goosebumps spreading all across my arm.

"I mean, if you're not able to do it, that's alright. I understand if you're too chicken, I'll escort you back home," I said, secretly hoping that she would say yes. Her hips, snug in those jeans, swung one way as she glanced back at me. Oh no.  Her face was set in that all-too familiar look. She was determined. Internally I sighed, whenever Sarah got her mind set to something she considered a challenge ,she would see it through, come hell or high water.

"No. Let's go inside," Her tone was ice cold. She turned back to the door and raised the knocker, letting it slam back down to the door with a resounding crash once. Twice. Three times she let it fall to the door with a thunderous boom, and each time had the same result nothing.

"Guess nobody's home," I let out a dry chuckle. Sarah reached for the handle, slowly wrapping her fingers around the cool metal and twisting. There was a minute click from within the door. A heartbeat later and she started to ease the door towards us. The hinges screamed as they moved, unused to the action, but eventually giving way to Sarah's insistent pulling. The door opened onto a dimly lit hallway that sent chills up my spine. I could only see a couple feet in front of me. Sarah went first, creeping down the hallway. It was lucky I had charged my phone before tonight, otherwise I wouldn't have been able to pull it out of my pocket and use the flashlight app to send the shadows skittering down every hall and corner. It didn't completely alleviate the shadows, but at least I could see a little bit in front of me. The room we were in was tiny, more of a small receiving room than anything else. To one corner of the room was a mahogany table, with an old vase to one side. Hanging over the vase was one of those stereotypical paintings that you see in every horror movie. A creepy old bastard with wrinkled skin whose eyes seemed to follow you everywhere.

Everything was covered with cobwebs and copious amounts of dust, although the floor had footprints where other intruders had skittered about. It was a pretty popular spot. Brad took chicks here all the time. The hallway stretched farther forward, rooms to be explored open on both our left and our right. There was also a staircase in one corner of the little receiving room that must have run up to the fancier rooms of the house.

"What's up there?" She asked, pointing up at the ancient mahogany staircase.

"Oh, no, let's not go up there, we've got all these rooms down here to look at," I said.

"Look who's the chicken now? Too scared to go up there huh? I understand. If you want to leave so you don't pee your pants. I guess I can escort you back home." She taunted me in a singsong voice. Well, she called my bluff, no backing down now.

"Oh yeah, up the staircase? Sure, I ain't no little bitch, but we'll see what you're made from once we get up there and you start seeing all the weird stuff happening," I said, putting on my most ominous voice.

"Oh, shut up!" She said, slapping my arm. I laughed, making my way up the stairs of the house, taking care not to touch the grimy banister.

Now we reached the top floor of the house, another long creaky hallway, complete with old-ass doors that looked as if they would crumble to the touch. We walked down past the doors to the end of the hall, where another one of those portraits were. This one was of a woman, dressed in a tight-fitting black smock, a scowl barely noticeable on her face as she sat in some kind of cushy armchair, one that looked like it belonged in my grandma's house.

I resisted the urge to shiver, and instead I forced myself to move a little closer to that portrait.

"Naaaathan!" I snapped my head back, peering past Sarah into the darkness of the hallway.

"Are you alright?" Sarah placed a hand on my shoulder as she looked up at me.

"Y-Yeah, did you call my name?" I asked.

She shook her head in response. I could've sworn I heard a woman cry out my name. Must be my mind playing tricks on me. Still, I didn't want to take any chances, it was time for us to leave this spooky place. A joke is a joke, but I was all laughed out.

"How about we get out of here," I said in my most pleading tone.

"Oh no, we were just getting started. About to have so much fun!" Sarah said in a sarcastic voice. I knew she wouldn't just drop it.

"Come on, let's not do this here. I'm not scared or anything, I just think that it's time for us to leave, before the cops come or something like that."

"Sure, that's what it is, you're not just a little scared?"

"No," I said, crossing my arms.

Suddenly there was a tolling of a bell ringing out in the darkness, the sound of the bell echoing through the halls, every toll sending shivers running through my body. Something about it sounded wrong and distorted, and it was way too close to be something outside.

"What's that?" Sarah cried out, wrapping her arms around my body, staring back into the darkness of the hallway, the tolling coming closer and closer. A gust of air came from down the hall, carrying with it a sweet outlandish scent that grew stronger with each peal of the bell. Something was out there. An inky blackness moving in the darkness, something even darker than the shadows around it. Ding! Dong!

"Stop!" I yelled, pushing Sarah behind me, her arms still wrapped around my torso. The thing came closer, the shadow pulsing as it came closer and stopped. I could see a distinct line where the dark creature faded into the shadow, a giant humanoid creature that stopped and waited.

"Intruding is the crime, and for that you must pay. An infraction for every second you stay. The curse is in place, the punishment bewitched. To provide justice, you two shall be switched."

A thunderclap filled the air, a crackling wave of energy trailing its fingers over my skin, brushing over every inch of my body. I shuddered, throwing one hand forward. The shadow nodded once, then blurred. Then it disappeared, the space that it was hovering in now completely empty, the tolling of the bell no longer to be heard.

Sarah's arms loosened, her head whipping back and forth, searching the darkness. I was speechless.

"T-That was a ghost... What do you think it meant?" Sarah stammered out the words, her whole body shaking. I stepped forward, eliciting a creak from the wooden floor below. I jumped.

"I don't know. Let's get the hell out of this damn house." I said, pulling her behind me as we raced down the stairs. That creepy portrait stared at me as I yanked at the front door. I pulled and pulled. Nothing. That creepy old bastard in the painting seemed to smile, gloating in my misery. Fear shot through my body as I yanked the door handle, using all of my strength. It wouldn't budge. We were locked in.

"Push it you idiot!" Sarah shrieked. Oh. I leaned against the door with my shoulder and it swung forward, allowing us to burst out onto the front yard. We jumped off that decrepit front porch and raced over the fence. My chest was heaving as I sucked in breath after breath, feet hitting the pavement as I pulled Sarah behind me.

We were several streets away from that cursed house when I finally had to stop running. The stitch in my side pulsed with pain as I wheezed, doubled over. Sarah wasn't as bad off, but she was breathing heavily as well. She looked up at me through those long eyelashes, face pale with fright.

“What was that?” Sarah shouted, glancing around nervously, her arms wrapped around her body. A cold wind was picking up now, adding to the chills cascading through my body. I just shook my head, unable to force out any words in between the rapid breaths.

We continued to walk around for a little while, waiting for our heart rates to slow and for our minds to become clear. Eventually, we left for our respective houses concluding that the house is haunted, and that we would never go there again.

As the day slowly and seamlessly merged into night, an impending sense of dread settled over me. Once I had eaten dinner, I got ready for bed, stripping down to my boxers and climbing into the long bed fitted with great big covers.

I tried to push the thought of that shadowy dark creature from my mind as I wriggled underneath the covers and tried to get comfortable. Tossing and turning, I shoved the fear away from my mind long enough for sleep to grab hold. It wasn’t long before I was submerged within the inky blackness of sleep.


Nathan

I was submerged in an ocean of blackness, unable to move, unable to breathe. I struggled against the blackness, muscles straining but refusing to move even an inch. The darkness went on for miles and miles, seemingly endless. A thunderclap filled the air, followed by the ringing of the bell. Ding! Dong! The bell was slow and methodical, tolling out a death march, coming closer with each passing second. The air was filled with that familiar scent from the house, sweet and different, a scent unlike anything I had ever smelt before, like that of a Moonflower and yet entirely different. I could see it now. The shadowy form, approaching, calm and collected as it approached. The intensity and volume of the bell increased as it came closer.

I opened my mouth to scream. Nothing. The scent of the alien Moonflower was now suffocating, sickeningly sweet as it forced its scent up my nostrils and down my throat.

"Intruding is the crime, and for that you must pay. An infraction for every second you stay. The curse is in place, the punishment bewitched. To provide justice, you two shall be switched," it repeated, over and over again. it droned on, each successive incantation and rhyme rolling off the shadow's tongue faster than the last.

A heavy blanket of pressure folded over my body, pressing down into my body, growing with the shadows insistent droning, now furiously repeating itself, each repetition blurring together into one long stream of words.

Another thunderclap resounded through the air, an earsplitting sound that released all of the pressure at once.

"Intruding is the crime, and for that you must pay. An infraction for every second you stay. The curse is in place, the punishment bewitched. To provide justice, you two shall be switched," The shadow said, pronouncing each word methodically and slow, placing emphasis on each syllable.

Everything went black.


Sarah

I woke up, my eyes still closed against the light spilling into the room. I wriggled underneath the covers, rolling away from the light and pulling my blankets closer around me. I had one of the weirdest dreams, I was suspended in darkness, and there was something about a.... a bell? I shivered just thinking about it. I will never let Nathan take me to another haunted house for as long as I live. If he wants to go, he'll be going by himself.

I yanked my feet underneath the covers, shivering slightly. It was much colder than normal. I tried to shove the blankets farther down with my feet so that it would cover my entire body, but somehow my feet always poked out of the end. Groaning, I just assumed somehow my sheets got all switched around, and instead I pulled my feet inside the warm haven of these sheets. Wait, am I not wearing a bra? I reached up to where my tits were and found bare hard muscle.

My eyes snapped open. This wasn't my room. These weren't my sheets. I glanced around, my mind not able to process the fact that I was in a room with white eggshell walls, and a computer desk in one corner, a far cry from my purple explosion of a room.

"No. No. No," I muttered desperately, eyes lingering on the football jerseys hung on the wall. One belonged to the Littleton Rams. Huh, Nathan used to play for them when he was in high school. As quickly as that thought had come, it had fled, my eyes scanning the room for answers. There was a massive widescreen TV in the corner, and that completed this sensible room. I threw off the covers. My mouth dropped. Moments later my lungs caught up to my brain, and I let out a blood-curdling shriek that had been building up in my chest.

I goggled at my new-found body, a figure of muscle and broad shoulders. I had abs! Hesitating, I reached down to my abs, tracing the hard edges of those muscles. There, below my abs were plaid boxers, a massive bulge standing straight to attention, and pitching a tent in my boxers. Frightened, I reached down between the waistband of the boxers and my skin. All of a sudden, my fingers ran into a throbbing hot shaft. My throbbing hot shaft. A little shriek slipped out of my mouth as I wrapped my fingers around my dick, a crackling energy shooting through my shaft and up into my stomach.

A wave of pleasure washed over my body, crackling energy running down my shift, trailing behind the tips of my fingers as I ran them up this massive cock that this body had. As I reached the top, it got more and more sensitive. I bucked my hips into the air as I circled the head of my rod with my fingers, my hot meat growing even bigger and harder in response. I wrapped my hands around the shaft, moving slowly up and down, increasing in speed as the waves of ecstasy washed over me.

With one hand I yanked down the boxers, revealing that long shaft as I moved my hand gently up and down its surface, legs spread wide apart, moans slipping out of my lips. I tried to stifle them, biting down on my lower lip, unable to control myself. I writhed in the sheets, my hand gripping the side of the bed as I pumped up and down my cock, that pressure filling me. Fuck yeah!  I bit down on my lower lip.

Boom! A resounding crash came from somewhere outside. All of a sudden, I could hear frantic furious knocking coming from what I assumed to be the front of the house. Someone was trying to knock down the door. I pulled the boxers back on and crept toward the sounds of someone wailing away on the front door. I made my way through the doorway into a living room type area and made my way toward the front door. As I got close to the door, I noticed a little table near the front door. On top of the table were a bunch of little picture frames. I leaned a little closer and saw that one of the pictures had a picture of Nathan, standing on a beach somewhere. Weird. Wait. No. My mind raced a thousand miles a minute but was quickly interrupted by the door shaking from the blows it was taking, and a high-pitched voice from beyond the door called out.

"Let me into my damn house!"


Nathan

I groaned, sitting straight up, eyes still closed as I leaned forward. I despised mornings. But the thought of last night's ghost encounter, and the dream I had the night before... It would be kind of hard to go back to bed, no matter how early it was. With my eyes still closed to the world, I searched my memory, trying to grab hold of the quickly fading dream that I had. I distinctly remembered the bell, and that incantation. What was it? Something about being cursed or bewitched or something like that. Between the adrenaline rush and my general inability to remember dreams, there was no way I'd remember what happened.

"Oh We-," I stopped, eyes wide open with my mouth following close behind it. "Holy shit this isn't my room!" I said, jerking my head to left and the right, surprised to find a room that looked like someone had taken a large paint bucket filled with purple and threw it everywhere. The walls, the bed, the dressers, all were some shade of purple.

You know, Sarah's favorite color is purple. I thought to myself, before realizing that I had bigger problems than Sarah's favorite color. I was in a stranger's house, and I didn't know why. I was being weighed down by a fluffy purple blanket. Angrily, I threw the covers to one side and stopped. What in the world? I looked down and found that I was, uh, different. In place of my muscles was slender feminine skin, and in the middle of my chest were two pink young succulent tits, barely being restrained by a bra. My bra was matched by a lacy pair of panties. Gone was the tell-tale bulge of my dick, which had me worried. I reached down in between the lacy purple fabric and soft shaven skin, and was surprised to find that my dick was gone. Instead I felt two plump lips which came together to form an entrance into my body. As my fingers brushed that little bundle of nerves, I was shocked at how sensitive they were. Electricity leapt through by body, bearing with it a wave of pleasure that crashed over my body.

I was in a woman's body. I was no longer a man, no longer myself. I touched my face, rubbing all the smooth angles and hairless skin that twisted around to form what I assumed to be a very feminine face. I ran my hands through my now long flowing locks that cascaded down my back. I looked down again, those perky breasts taunting me, begging to be touched. I reached behind me and let them free, smooth pink skin, nipples erect. I ran my hands over my breasts, middle fingers lazily circling my areola, building a wave of pleasure within me. I thrust one hand into my panties, rubbing gently at those plump velvety lips, growing wetter by the moment. A tiny moan was dragged from my body as I fell back into the bed, squirming in the sheets as I played with myself.

Each movement sent a cascade of ecstacy rocking through my body, causing my back to tense, arching back into the sheets as I rubbed furiously at my clit, it responded with spasms of pleasure. I let another moan slip loose as I slipped my fingers down between my two warm lips, separating them as I invaded myself, plunging those fingers deep within. I felt the ridges of my tight pussy grip around my fingers as I rocked them back and forth, already unbelievably wet.

"Oh my god," I breathed out, pulling my fingers out of my pussy and bringing them up to my mouth. I smelled that sweet liquid and my nipples hardened in response, a kind of nervous energy washing all over my body as I brought them closer to my mouth. Taken by need, I sucked every inch of that liquid from every digit, savoring every second. Once I had taken every drop of my own sweetness into my mouth I thrust my fingers back inside of me, my other hand rubbing furiously at my clit.

Electricity shot through my legs, jumping up through my thighs, and sending a warm pulse through my stomach. I could feel myself reaching that edge, about to be overcome by sheer pleasure. Fuck! I pulled and played with my pussy, approaching climax fast. Yes! Yes! My toes curled, legs pulling together, body shaking uncontrollably as I was rocked by a wave of ecstacy crashing through every inch of my body.

"Damn, this is what it's like being a chick?" I gasped out, tangled up in the sheets of the bed, surrounded by my own scent, each breath sending another shock of arousal chasing down my body.

Chest heaving, I lost track of time, laying there in that warm feeling before finally getting up the energy to push myself off the bed. I jumped to my feet, crossing the room to one of the purple dressers, rummaging through the drawers for something that may fit me. Finally, I had found a red dress that looked pretty good on me, I didn't want to stand out. After pulling the frilly red dress on, I shot out the doorway and left her apartment. I was determined to get my body back, and if I was in Sarah's like I expected I might be, then there was a good chance she was in mine.


Sarah

Frantically I pulled my boxers over my shaft and stumbled toward the door. The banging only increased, the door shaking with each hit, and some sort of high-pitched shriek coming incessantly from behind the door. I reached for the doorknob, hesitating slightly as my fingers wrapped around the brass. Who could it possibly be? What was this insane fever dream? I had hoped I would wake up by this point, but every fiber of my being was screaming at me that the was not a dream. I glanced back at the end table, my mind racing furiously as I looked up and down the pictures that were halfheartedly strewn about the table. There were pictures of Nathan's family, even a touching picture of his mother and his dog. No. Fucking. Way. I looked up above the pictures where a smooth ceramic mirror hung just above the knick-knacks and the souvenirs.

"No way," I muttered, reaching up to my face, brushing the hard angles of my new face. My fingers danced across the surface of chin, trailing lightly up to my piercing green eyes. Each touch sent an odd sensation through my body, something that came with the realization of who's body I was in. Of the sneaking suspicion I had turning into unalterable fact. I was in Nathan's body.

BAM! BAM! BAM!

"SARAH! YOU IN THERE?" A yelp escaped from my body, though it was a thousand times more masculine than I had ever believed a yelp would sound like. I quickly unlocked the door, shocked to find... myself?

There I was, short slender body, wrapped in one of my frilly skintight dresses that perfectly accentuated my perfect tits and every curve of my body. It was one of my favorite dresses, but it was for more, um, nighttime play.

"N-nathan is that you?" I asked, leaning down to look into what was once my eyes.

"Yeah it's me, what the hell are you doing in my body?" He crossed his hands underneath his tits, accentuating them even more. They threatened to pop out of that red dress, which excited me even more. Instinctively I bit down slightly on my lower lip, eyes tracing every sumptous curve. This was something i had never expected.

"Oh my god Sarah, I don't know what to do. That stupid house must have done this! I-I never should've took you there" His mouth quivered, eyes beginning to swell with tears as he stepped toward me. He was decidedly feminine, even in the way that he moved, hips swaying as he walked toward me.

"Nathan calm down, it's okay. Now you know what it's like to be a woman."

"I want my body back." He started to cry, tears spilling from his eyes and down his face as he buried himself into my arms. This sent my body screaming. The scent of him filled my nostrils, a sweet flowery scent that burned like electricity up my nose and into my brain, every cell of my body screaming at me to fuck him, his tight little body wrapped around me even tighter as he cried, his hips brushing the head of my now engorged shaft.

Electric need crackled across the surface of my shaft, straining to be freed from what was once Nathan's plaid boxers. Nathan leaned away from me for a second, a question on his face as he made eye contact. I could feel the tension in the air before he glanced away and down at the bulge growing in my boxers.

"Oh, Sarah?" He asked.

"Yeah, Nathan?" I responded as nonchalantly as I could, heart racing as my eyes drank in every curve of that body, imagining how nice it would feel to slip those clothes off his body.

Nathan bit his lip softly, edging closer. I could feel those fingers of electricity rush across my skin as his breath came across the surface of my neck, he was getting closer and closer. I could feel my girth beginning to grow, begging to be freed from its fabric prison, every inch yearning to collide with his body. Tears still streaked down his face. I found myself reaching out for him, wrapping my now big and muscular hands around his slim frame, pulling those luscious breasts into me, his head resting on my shoulder. My hands wrapped around that red fabric, I fought the urge to rip it right off of his body, my brain seemed to slow as I breathed him into me. The flowery smell of his skin washed over me, exciting the neurons in my body, another wave of arousal washing over me. He wrapped his arms around me, pulling me closer, and I could feel his nipples erect through the sheer fabric of the dress.

Nathan looked up, those sparkling eyes meeting mine, a touch of hesitation still left within them. I couldn't take it anymore. I pulled him into me, our lips meeting as I ran my hands down his back and grabbed handfuls of his beach-ball ass. His tongue gently brushed mine, the taste of him filling my mouth. I was lost in a wave of need, desire filling my every sense as I played with his hair, pulling him into my chest. His hands reached down into my pants, searching until they found my throbbing manhood, softly touching and teasing, hand slowly finding its way down this new appendage, each inch sending waves of euphoria and ecstasy rocking through my body.

Slowly, gently he wrapped his fingers around my new feature, rocking his hand back and forth down my shaft, an odd crackling energy building up from within. I could feel myself tighten and tense, as that energy grew and grew, driving me closer and closer to insanity. That crackling energy continued to rise within me, a driving force of pleasure and need that seemed to fill up every pore and fiber of my being, screaming at me with want as Nathan's slender fingers touched and prodded, gently caressing and circling my engorged member, each touch causing me to be even more and more sensitive. I rocked back and forth on my heels, my head leaning back in pure ecstasy, toes clenching the ground, trying in vain to hold on to the edge of euphoria without going over the cliff. I was on the precipice of losing myself in a vast ocean of euphoria as Nathan began pumping harder.

A string of cum gently dribbled out of my cock, a pleasurable feeling. Nathan knelt down, taking me inside of his slender lips, his tongue wrapping around my shaft. He moved up and down my cock, tongue flickering across my sensitive tip, his hand still pumping up and down, aided by his saliva. It felt amazing. A moan escaped my lips as he continued to move up and down my shaft.

"Surprised?" He murmured, looking up at me through very feminine eyelashes, that high pitched voice was adorable, and somehow made me even harder. I was on the edge, about to jump, I couldn't even vocalize a response. I merely nodded, biting down hard on my bottom lip as I began moving with him, my hips responding with vigor. Nathan pulled back for a second, glancing up at me for a moment.

"I know, it feels good. I guess this is both of our's first blowjob." He giggled, biting his lower lip before leaning back down and going back to work. His lips parted slowly, dragging those soft and delicate edges down my throbbing meat, pulsing with pure unadulterated need. Instinctively I wrapped my hands around the back of his head, wrapping my fingers in his hair, bucking my hips slowly and rhythmically with his hands and mouth, enjoying every second of it. This feeling was something unlike anything I've ever experienced, it was a need like no other, a driving force that took all thought and all intelligence away. It was a screaming siren in my head that drowned out all else, my only thoughts were the curves of Nathan's feminine body, and the desire that he not stop. That he not slow down, that he keep going. YES! 

I could feel myself now on that edge, teetering, barely able to hold on as he continued to taste and take all of me within his mouth. Languorously his tongue moved up and down my shaft, tasting and testing, those eyes peering up at me. An ache filled my rod, a burning need that was only soothed by the continued stroking of his tongue as he continued to move it up and down, tracing the veins of my engorged member.

"Yes." I breathed out, my head leaning back, muscles tensing as I pulled his head farther down my shaft. I tried to hold on in that wave of euphoria, trying to withstand the intense pressure that filled every essence of my being, I fought against it as Nathan slowly leaned his head back, taking care to slather my cock as he withdrew. He leaned back a smirk on his face, he must've sensed the need within me, the pressure that had built up. I could barely think straight, my legs shaking as I peered down that edge. He ran his tongue slowly over those full lips, a small gesture that threatened to break my concentration, his fingers still slowly tracing patterns up and down my hard longing shaft.

"I-I'm about to-" I stammered out.

"Shh" He whispered. "I'll take care of it." He grinned, then those gorgeous lips parted once more and he started tasting me again with vigor. He plunged down onto me, taking all of me in his mouth and pumping up and down my cock. I wrapped my fingers in his hair and pulled with instinctive need every intelligible thought gone to the wind, only desire remained. I found the rhythm and my hips moved of their own accord, a frantic urgency that had to be met. I couldn't stop myself now even if I wanted to. Oh my god! I could no longer stifle the moans from within, my muscles tensing as that pressure broke and I went hurtling over that edge. Ecstasy. I was filled with ecstasy as my body tensed and shook, that desire and need soothed. That ache left me, and in its place blossomed a pure unadulterated pleasure. With each shudder of my cock I let out a moan, long ropes of cum spurting out with each jerky motion, filling Nathan's mouth. He let out a kind of purr, taking my seed in his mouth and swallowing every drop. Every muscle ached with pleasure, shaking as I pulled away from his mouth, strings of my seed still dripping off my rock-hard shaft.

"Mmm, you taste... Amazing." He purred, licking his lips as he swallowed every bit of my juices, which excited me even more. "Don't worry, I'll clean the rest of it too." He whispered, leaning back down to lick every inch of my cock, cleaning off any residue, which felt even more amazing. This excited some primal part of my brain, scratched an itch that I didn't even know that I had. Just like that I was hard and ready to go again. Nathan smiled, his teeth shining a bright white in a perfect smile. Fuck. Again, I was over the edge, I had to have him right there, again, I grabbed him, lifting him up off the ground. I tasted his lips, softly at first and then the need drove me insane. I had to have him. He wrapped his legs around me, stoking the fire that was rushing across my skin.

I stumbled through the house, throwing him onto the bed unceremoniously. He looked up at me with those fuck-me-eyes and I was more than happy to oblige. I tore that red dress off his body needing to see every inch of that tight petite body. He sprawled on the bed, another lusty moan slipping through his lips as he spread his legs, unveiling his wet slit.

"Already?" I said, biting my lower lip. Leaning down I had to taste every inch of him. I spread his legs apart, leaning down between those thighs. I gently kissed the inside of his thigh, and hearing him respond, I moved closer down toward his entrance. The smell of him was intoxicating, it made my head swim with desire, every reasonable logical thought leaving my mind as all I could think about was how he must taste. I spread him apart and gently circled his clit with my tongue, letting the taste of him excite and tantalize my mind. He writhed with pleasure, his legs wrapping around me as I gently ran my tongue over his clit, needing to taste every bit of it. He let out a moan which excited me even more. I let my tongue slather every inch of his flower, his scent and taste filling my every thought. I grew harder with each passing moment, my hands wrapping underneath his legs and pulling him into my mouth, tongue now furiously licking every inch of his clit,

"This is amazing," I said.

"Am I your first?" He breathed out.

"Yes." He was my first, in every sense of the word.

"Am I yours?" I breathed out before going back down on his shaved entrance, tongue tasting and testing, wanting to enter inside.


Nathan

As I moved up and down her shaft, I felt the taste of her cock fill my mouth, the scent of her body driving every part of me wild with lust and desire. At first, I didn't think that I would feel this way, but her sheer body, and the way she was looking down hungrily at me, her fingers wrapped in my long hair, pulling me toward her. I went willingly. Far too willingly. My mind raced and tried to keep up with the sensations that my body was feeling. Pure lust. Desire raced across my skin, an electricity that ebbed and flowed but with each crescendo drove me more insane. I could smell her, a strong masculine smell, something that awoke some primal part of my brain, making me horny. My nipples, small nubs on perfect round tits that grew with each thrust of her throbbing manhood. I wanted to taste every inch of her, despite how wrong it initially felt.

No you shouldn't do this. You're still a man, you need to stop this and figure out how to switch back! I hesitated only briefly before that thought was gone, and all that remained was that arousing energy cascading up and down my body. Where I used to be nothing but hard angles and supple muscle, I was now soft skin and smooth curves, and somehow that made all the difference. I could tell she was about to come, and I couldn't wait for her to. I hungrily awaited her seed, to fill my mouth with that sweet juice.

"Shh, I'll take care of it." I said, looking up through my eyelashes as I worked up and down her cock, the taste of her filling my mouth as I pulled more and more of her inside of me. My tongue licked out instinctively and I could sense her coming to the edge of what she could take. After all, it used to be my body, and I took full advantage of that knowledge as I took all of her inside me. Moments later she shuddered, letting out a moan that amplified the electricity rushing across my skin, the juices of her filling my mouth. Her taste blossomed through my mouth, sweet and delicious. I couldn't help myself echo her moan with a purr as I swallowed her seed, licking my lips in anticipation for more.

"Mmm, you taste... Amazing," I said, grabbing her hips to keep her from moving. "Don't worry, I'll clean the rest of it too," I whispered, pulling her toward me again as I licked up and down her still erect manhood, searching for every last drop of her precious seed. I worked up and down her shaft, till every inch of her was sucked clean.

All of a sudden, Sarah looked down at me, a fire burning in her eyes. She picked me up in her arms, craning her neck toward mine in order to taste my lips. She pulled me into a deep and sensuous kiss that only stoked the fires burning within my own new body. She drunk deeply of my lips, carrying me through the house to throw me onto the bed, her eyes burning with pure desire. She spread my legs apart, the sheer force of it taking the breath from my lungs. My heart started pounding with excitement, my slit tingling with anticipation as she leaned down, hungrily glancing at my entrance.

Next thing I knew, she was circling my clit with her tongue, each slight movement sending tremors of pleasure up my body and through my muscles. My head craned back against the bed, toes curling as she expertly flicked her tongue over my clit. I was panting, my hips gyrating as I lost myself in a wave of pleasure. My body was screaming with ecstasy. I wrapped my legs around her as tremors of ecstasy rocked my body, soft moans bubbling from my lips as I felt her gently slide her tongue up and down my slit.

All of a sudden, I felt a pressure against my entrance. There was a brief pause as she invaded me, slipping one digit expertly inside of me, pushing as I felt her caress the ridges within. I moaned, hips gyrating slowly as my fingers splayed out against the bed, each inch of his finger causing fire to wash over my body, sharp and distinct. She moved deftly, massaging me, using me, each movement causing the fire to grow hotter. Expertly she withdrew the finger, now soaked. Sarah raised the finger to her lips and sucked on it.

"You liked that?" she asked.

I nodded in agreement.

"What's that? You want more?"

"Yes," I tried not to beg. She traced designs right above my entrance, teasing me with her fingers.

"I'm sorry what was that? What do you want me to do?"

"Fuck me!" That fire was raging across my body, a kind of ache running deep inside of me begging to be satisfied.

Sarah threw back her head and laughed, playfully tugging on her cock, which stood to attention ready for round two. Every second felt like eternity as I wriggled in anticipation. She painstakingly brought her hand up to her mouth, licking it slick. Reaching down, she gave it a few good tugs, slicking the surface, a sly grin on her face as she pressed it inside of me. I felt myself envelop her cock, each inch slowly pushing deeper, my body accepting her dick inside of me. Each inch sprang forth new tremors of pleasure. With her inside of me the hurt faded and turned to pure joy, an explosion of pleasure rocked my body, driving every synapse wild.

I rocked back and forth impatiently, trying to drive her deeper inside of me as she took her sweet time. Again, she just smiled as she fully penetrated me, filling all of me with her cock. Then, just as slowly as she entered she left, inch by inch. The ridges of my pussy gripped and slipped around her rod, trying to keep her inside of me.

She plunged into me, no longer content to tease me, rocking her hips back and forth, penetrating me repeatedly as my lips stretched over her. I let out a breathy moan as she rocked back and forth. I could feel myself getting close to that edge, a deep-seated warmth spreading up through my body. My toes curled, back arching into the bed as she spread me apart, pumping her hips with masterful ease. My breath caught in my throat as she rocked me back and forth, filling me up with her long delicious cock.

"Yes!" I moaned, "Come inside of me! I want all of you!" I cried, craving every inch, every drop of her inside of me. I wanted everything she had to offer, every atom of my body wanting to be closer to hers, to be dominated by hers. I felt her cock grow inside of me somehow, becoming even more excited. The scent of her covered everything I knew and all of a sudden, I couldn't think straight. A strange buzzing covered my skin, a pressure that began to multiply and multiply, a dull throbbing of pleasure weaving out from beneath. Each pulse drove me more and more insane. I bit down on my lip, instinctually voicing encouraging moans, begging for more. The pressure was thick and heavy, and suddenly it broke. F-fuck! An explosion of pleasure rocked my body. The pressure had disappeared and my body began to shake as I orgasmed. I wrapped my legs around her, body spasming with ecstasy, my entrance gripping hard around her shaft. Sarah leaned her head back, eyes closed as her cock jerked inside of me, spurting out long streams of seed, filling me up. I could feel it, a warm calming feeling spreading through me, comforting and oddly reassuring as she fell beside me, stroking me absentmindedly.

"That. Was. Great." She breathed out.


Sarah

"So, what do we do now?" I asked.

"I don't know. I feel like there must be some sort of way that we can turn ourselves back. But…" Nathan trailed off.

"What?"

"Well, I'm not sure how are going to be able to be switched back. I mean, this isn't something that's fucking common. We went back to the house and there was nothing. No shadow creature, no fucking bells, no nothing. How in the world are we going to track this thing down?" Nathan asked in a kind of matter-of-fact tone.

"You don't sound very concerned." Upon hearing the statement, Nathan turned around in his chair slightly way for me, seeming at odds with himself, or I guess I should say herself.

"Well, it's not that I'm unconcerned… I just kind of like being this way." Nathan turned back towards me, raising his angular feminine head to look at me. Our eyes met, and in the moment, I understood how fragile he was.

"Well," I wrapped him up in my arms. "We can stay like this as long as you want."


The End


If you liked Switched By The Bell: Gender Swap you may also like Switched on Tauryen 7 (Book 1 of the Switched in Space Series)

I was merely passing through space when I got dangerously close to a spatial anomaly. Next thing I knew I had to set down somewhere, closest planet was Tauryen 7. The landing went a little too rough, and next thing I knew I woke in the body of a man- and he had control of mine! I have a feeling it will be a long and dreadfully hard process to switch our bodies back.
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